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The yellow leaves littered the ground under

the bars branehas of the old cbastnut tree

.,-r had also fallen; no one any

langer kept order in the park. The step-

daughters of the Baron walked up and dow.i

<*nue of chestmits. Their mourr-

eavy with evoningdsw, bung about
, figuras. Kvery afternoon they

took his promenade. Sumetimes they WSpt;
they spoke BOftly to each other;

-equently they walked along in BOltmn
.ilence. They wore their widows' caps on

tr.wr hcads proudly, almost as if they were

coror.v
The third. the youngest. was not with them.

.She never left her bedroom, where the cur-

.... to 14 kept drawa, io ai ad to let in

the Ught of the winter SWI. She was cared fcr

there bv the old BarWMM Kadden. .She had

remained an alien to all of them.the daugh¬
ter of a foreign race (of just what race they

sure). whom the young Lieu¬

tenant von Kadden had married to his par-
.¦ She tw.tteml I'rench

to him, or lispad in English, or jabbered her

passionate I'ortuguese. She had never been

-'¦ie to comprehend the fact that now men har

to die for Aust. la-that her husband also ha«.

When he left her her crie* of deapair rarip

through the castla IW la the strecis of the

HBtgi people heard them. The women Ol

Carinthia, who looked after the depart.ng sol-

dumbly, with few toars, their foslinfi
iocked in their hearts, ihooh their htads in flM-

Hfllisl The old Baron Kadden said se-

Terely;

Control yourself, Linda! Have Bome self-

il v. us impo-s.'.le for Linda to exercise
troL She abaiuloiu'-l herself gladly to

nafl of injury and suffering. Every one

r'amily faajlt: "She is a foreigner.she
¦.¦¦main a ngner to us in al! her ideas

eliit|
I'.-itun Kmlden hp.d lost all three of h;.->

oldest fell at 'i pres, the second ir
Boaaj aftei there came baek a

ag arhieh tha youngest had
.ammtr a picture of

rown, faded roaaj.
This time Linda had not shrieked. She sat

-: stifl flflaong the mourners, and only
them with hate-tilled eyes. Whei

,Iu.~k she ran out into the park, into the
imped into the darkening pond.
»ph, the family servant, had

the little, dark figure flit over the open
and had run flfter her. So she was

and brought i'uck to life.
day ahe had lain in bed. She ate

ii11le, and kept ataring with the obst.irue, evil
j;ed person straight ahead into

The old Baroness, the mother whosci
had all been taken away fron her,

hfjd her day and night lest she thould
makfl another attempt on her life.

Lindfl bore in her womb the hope of the fam¬

ily. If she died, and with her the unbom
|, the race of the Kaddens would be e\-

raCflj which had borne an hon-
ame for many ceiituries.

\. should it r»e she and not one o: us""
.'..-ked with envy. "Why is

ft-mgner favored.she who doesn't know
\ hat -i precioui mission is intrusted to her?"
What a new irony of fate for the sorely tried

Kadden!
I ha physicians shrugged their shoulders and

pU| on a praflflion when they exam-

the young wife. l.inda mutlcred to them

maliciously:
.;,,,- [t'l ii" u.^e. My sun shull

ei that he may go to war and

"Don't be ainful," said the old mother softly.
"You don't know whether God will give you a

.'
.-,," it ia a daughter, she ahall not .-.uft'er

I have lUaTarad," l.inda rejoined ob
Btinataly, and laughed a bitter laugh. "I am

ri who yield to fate and suffer
,:i patianca,'

"Alv .on.. died for the r'atherland." an-

-rwered the old mother proudly. "I would not

eall them hack to Ihe, even if I could. They
did their duty."

"Fatl.crland?" mocked Linda. with her pa
sionate Southern gestures. "I know no Fath
erland. I was horn in a hotel. My nuraery
v/aa a sii.p or a railroad train. I liave DO

mother loiigue. What does a Katherlund mean

to me.' I l"ved a man, and when I found he

called himself a German I thought it comical.
I don't like the Germans-they are so plump
and BO pe.iantic. 1 loved only him. I will not

stav alone in this horrible world.
..Oh, dearest. d«arest! Linda will come to

you soon, very soon!"
It may be, said the physicians, that after a

Mful delivery there will be a change for

the better. But, on the contrary, her eondition

may become eavuin worse.

80 thev waited at Castle Kadden. They
cheerlessly. joylessly, anxiously. Tha

nrft frost came. Thin cakes of ice swam on

the surface of the gloomy pond in which Linda

had BOUght ohliv.on. The yellow leaves

rrackled under the feet of the widowed s.sters.

iun seldom broke through the cloud*.

Everybody wonderod if the soldiers out in the

trenches were not freezing; but people no

longer thought about such things with the

breathleaa excitement of the first weeka-only
with a doll, sul-missive weariness.
On the borders the armies held on in ex

nectation of decisive battlM. At Castle Kad-

dan they also held on-in numb, deadening

pain. ,, j v

Eadl evening now the old Baron walked ka>
tw.-en his two deeply veiled daughtera-in-law
down the long avenue of chestnuU to the fam-

ily burial vault. Three laurel wreaths hung
there on the black iron gate of the marble
chapel. The father gazed long at them,
stroked them with his hand so that the leaves
and the ribbons rustled. The heads of the
daughters were bent under their heavy crepe.
and teurs wetted their cheeks.
But the mother sat by Linda's bedside. Bhfl

had r.ot been even once to see the laurel
wreaths.
"My duty now is here," she said with quiet

patience.
On < hristmas Kve, when the thin peal ef

the belll in the village church tower soundcd
through the cold, atill air, heralding a peace
on earth which no longer existed, scurrying
s.cp? and lighta g»ve the second story of the
eaatle an nnwonted air of animation. Lanterns

gleamed in the court yard; a rider hurried
away on a trot through the village street.
A woman fough* with death for hours in

desperate eombal in bitter anguish.
"Let me die! Have pity! Lat me die!

Dearest, take me with you! Take me to you!"
So they heard Linda's voiee echoing in agony

against the ancient walls. The two step-
daughters, who were both childless, watched
with the father. They smihd at him, talked
of the little feet which would airain toddle
through the corridors, of the little tists which
would rather i-uttercups for grandpapa. But
the longer the time ran on the weaker was the

hope that the battle which was being fought
in the darkened room would end in victory.

Next morning, just as the window panes
were being reddened hy the rising but\, the
door nuddcnly opened and the old Baroness ap-
ptared in her h'.ack dress. with her white hair
dishevelled and her faee glowing with exc-te-

nient. She cried aloud: "A boy.a splendid
boy!" Then she threw herself on her hus-
band's neck and wept.

Linda had slept for many hours. Now 3he
had awakened; yet c*>u!d not yet decide to open
ner eyes. lest she should interrupt that won-

derful sensation of physical wellbeing whieh

pOSSeeeed her. She felt no pains. How was

that possible after such horrible tortures? Had
-ln- really suffered all that torment, and then
sunk into a deep. dark abyss in which all con-

BCJOOanSBS was snuffed out?
What hnd tliey done to her? She remem-

hered B sweetish, aomewhat r.-pcilerit odor an 1
a v.ice which wsrned her. "Breathe deep."
Then sho ha.i breathed deep ever deeper, be¬
cause that relieved her auffering. How beauti-
fully she had aleptl Yet there was something
else. She ha.i bad BOBM Other lp rience.

She tried to recall it. Ves, now she heard
again KarPa voiee, the iroice of her husband.
O bad Btood do an_ smiied and
laid: "Finsi :tly fine!" as he
bad alwaj I done something
which greatly pk

l- icemed *>> her a if in this dream she hnd
received aomething inexprei libly precious. She

snjoyed the b ppi lesa which it gave her.a

happinesi whoa ffects, like those of a warm,

quiekening drink, she o uld feel even to her
tiriKer tips. She BOUghl ?|> recall what el-e had
happened t.. her in th.. dream, but it all slipped
away from her. Sh "fly tha vagus
impression <>f some wonderful happening, a

quiet, radiai fei lf content.
Linda aloarly Hut she had

to eloas them al room was

filled with ii .v:ir-: V ligfa Sh" blink.'d
her ryes, turn.-.: and sought to look
around withoul Bl iving too mueh, for of that
ihe had an Instii 'tive dread.
Her mother-in-law, ininees, aat in sn

eaay ehair beside her. :'.'¦ .."¦ rs her, on a small
table, atood o basket, eovered with white la'-e
veiling. The old lady bad been evercoms by
sleep. To Linda he-- faca, srith the clo«ed eye-
lids, seemed mueh aged. In reposs it looked
pale and haggard. The hair, ordinarily care

fully arranged, hung ln looSS, wide stranls
over the checks. The head WBS sunk on the

\ nodding lightly to and fra.
The pieture moved the young wife atrangel*.

Tears ro<=e to her eyes. How many nights had
the o!d lady ipent there! For always when
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she opened her eyes Linda had seen the kind
faee watching, fllwaya ready to greal her, to
offer her some refreshment. Never had ahfl
wept or complained .always at her pofll likfl
a taithful soldier on foreign soil.

Hut now the excitements of the laat night
had exhausted her strcngth. How BOUndly
ihe ftept in that uncomfortn'r.le poaition! Linda
raised her head from the pillows, lifted hen
up a little and touched the old Baroness sliglu-
ly. Hut the latter did not awake. She didn't
even move.

Linda, who had been surrounded the day
l-efore by so many people. felt all at once

strangely alonfl with the sleeper. Hut ->ver

there, under the lace veiling, there must be

something. A soft sound of wailing came

from that dircction. She straightened herself
up. A feeling of triumph welled up in her.
Supporting herself with one hand on the bed
rail, she curiously lifted the veiling and pushed
the cover baek.

Tiny fingers, thin a? the LUawanta* of a calyx,
were in motion, stretched out b?fore a little
red faee, from which came the sounds that
she had heard. The eyes were tightly clo.-ed

Could it be that that was her child.Linda
von Kadden's son? She knew that in the night
«he had heard a far-away voice which had aaid
something about a son.

Her own son.nobody else's! Her eye
wsre fixed on the tiny creature. She puzxled
her hrain, now strangely weak and drov
discover just how things stood between her
and this child.

Something dawned in her.a recollection:
tho gloomy pond in the f.rgrove; the cold
clammy water which aoaked through her
clothes, ehilling her and taking her breath.
And suddenly it seemed to her a.- if a veil was

lifted in her consciousness. There it stood
acain, that horrible «.omething. It stare-1 Bt
her as it had stared through all those sleep-
less nights. That strange faee, in which ahe
recognized neither man nor woman, only hi.le-
ous beyond all measure as it came ever

to her, bent over toward her ear and softly,
huskily whispered:
"Do it! Do it! Then you will never again

feel pain. It is so easy; only do it xou
can't get out of doing it!"

Linda east a lrightened glanee about her.
Yes, now was the chance. She needed only
to bend a little further over the basket, to

strctch cut her hand and take it by the throat,
ifl order to choke the tiny windpipe.just a*

one kills a little bird, with one equeeze.and
then to the window, and out of it.

She ¦/'iited hreathle:Iflly thinking of what
she was going to do. She felt her heart beat
turbulently. Then the child made a slight
movement; it was aa if he stretched out his
arms toward her. His little mouth opened
appealingly.

She felt at the same time in her bre«st *he
warm rush of the mother's milk which wa* to
nourish him. Her passionate black eyes filled
with tears. An immense longing took posses
sion of her. She sighed -leeply and sank ba*k
exhausted on the pillows. The old Barone-s
had awakened. She rubbed her hand across

her eyes. shook herself and Iooked at the
younger woman in amazement.

Linda smiled. She had always caile-1 the
Baroness "Mamita," with a pecui.ar foreign
accent which no one in the house eould imitate.
Now she aaid slowly, with a frien i!y, al«

most affectionate expression on her delicate
features:
"Grandmother, my son is hungry."
The old iady trembled with happmes., is

*he handed over the child.
"Now you must sleep again," said the Bar¬

oness a few minutes later.
Linda let herself be tucked in.
"Leave the little ona wit:i me -very c! >-?.

to me," she whispered. "Then evil thoughts
,-annot come."
The old Ban-ness did as she wished. Uflfling

er t.T.derly on the i -

..r ar.-i .-.harp thfl bolida]
all to r-erviee.

[a thil Sunday?" asked Linda uncertainly
"It is the Christmas Day," said the g

mother. In her i^ce joy ar.d surro* eontend-

ed. Innumersble memories flitted through h*r
mind, a!l Brhisperiltg, "Gone forever! Gone
forever!"
The young wife took her hand and said:

"Go to father; he will need you. I will rest
here and look at my child."
The old lady rodd'*d assenT. She knew th_t

¦he eould leave Linda alone now without anx-

lety.
The latter lay still, and thought of the derir

ly loved voicc which had said to her in the
night: "Fine, little one! Fine!" She was ab-
sorbed in the memory of that voice; she
clothed barself with it as w.th a warming
mantle ot love. She fe!t no longer the sharp
pangs of sorrow which had foqaieriy ass'.ci-

ated themselves with every thought of her hus¬
band. A feeling of tranquillity and a mild
interest in the future began to possess h"r
soul.

lf it were only true that the dead did not

disappear utterly in the cold, blood-soaked
earth! If something of them still lived, still
worked, still had power to influence with mys-
terious power the hearts of those they left
behind! How consoling would be the as-ut-

altee that lovt is still stronger than death .
that ;n spee <.f deatll it is still able to e.\Jrt.

itfl r.r.cient mastery!
Seldom had Linda thought <-ibout such thinps

ir. her short life, which had been only merri-
ment and jest and playfuliuss- and then black
de.speratii.n. But now that she was a moth'-r
ahs most be;*in t» consider how her hu
would have wished her to feel and act. She
would yield obediently to his wishes, ao thit
once more in the darkness of night she might
hear his voice whisper in her ear; "Fme, little
one! Fine!"

Something moved in her arms. The infa*t
pushed his head a little rloser to her warm

body. She kissed him on his rosy check. She
breathed the pecuhar perfurr.e of his tiny body.
"Vou shall have a Fatherlnnd," whisperel

Linda. "You shall be a good Austrian, like
your father.just as he would like you to be."
And all at once it seemed to her as if sha

eould no longer keep her happiness to herself.-
that she must proclaim it and share it with
others.

She reached with her right hand for the
silvcr hell which stood on a side table, and
rang it. She eried, her eyes shining, to the
old Barone.is:

"I cannot sleep or rest. Bring Father and
the Sintca! I want tlu-m to see my child."
When the .Iti Raron Ka Idcn, followed by »he
two black figures of the widowed dauu'htcrs,
entered the room, Linda summoned all her
atrength. She was still pretty weak, but she
waated to make a little speech, and to make
it in German. She had to think over every
word, for she didn't care to make any blunders.
She held the child up to the gray, bent old
man, while her pretty face shone with the ra-

diance of mat. rnal love:
"Father, it is Christmas. See, I give you

my little I hnst child.my son. I do not want
to have him for my own. He shall belong to
all of us.to the whole house of Kadden. To
you.and to you."

She smiled at her two sisters-in-law.
"You must all help me to make him s good

mother."
"Linda, Linda, has a mira<\e happened?"

a.-iked the old man in IBUMM-MBt and agitation,
be took the child and lo.>ked at the lateat

offlhoot of his ancient race.

"Yes, it is really a miracle," answered Linda
aoftly. "A ( hristmaa miracle. I believe now

that our dead live. How they do I don't know
Hut I feel strcngth and love in my heart which
a dead man has givea me, ar.d I have no other
wish than to let him ga:de r.ie."
"Teach us all that, my daughter," said ths

old Baron Kadden solemnly. "I thark you for
myself and for my house. Our Fatherland
biooms anew in th:s child, which has been born

Lnd n vi!l hope and tru.«t thit the
Into ji strcngth

and faith, in or.:> | we may be able te lift
the newest generation up out of the g!oom of
to-day into the bright itmehia* of s happier
future."


